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You have indeed embalmed my perishable name, which will not so soon be lost in the long night, as " carens vate sacro," and I may truly assure you, of no testimony have I felt more proud, and on none have I reflected with more grateful pleasure,          !
than on that which bears your name.                                                   '
I remain, dear Mr Tennyson,                            ;
i Always and sincerely yours,
W. C. MACREADY.              f
On the 2Oth of April my parents' first child, a boy,         f was born, and, owing to my mother's having fallen down a step, died in the birth.     At the time my father wrote:
"It was Easter Sunday and at his birth I heard the great roll of the organ, of the uplifted psalm (in the Chapel adjoining the house).... Dead as he was I felt        ; proud  of  him.    To-day when  I write   this   down, the remembrance of it rather overcomes me; but I am glad that I have seen him, dear little nameless one that hast        jf lived tho' thou hast never breathed, I, thy father, love        j thee and weep over thee, tho' thou hast no place in the        |
Universe,   Who knows?    It may be that thou hast......
God's Will be done."
In the summer they met the Carlyles again. About this time he described my father to Sir J. Simeon as '? " sitting on a dung-heap among innumerable dead dogs." Carlyle meant that he was apt to brood over old-world subjects for his poems. Once many years after, when we called upon him, my father teazed him about this utterance, and Carlyle replied, " Eh! that was not a very luminous description of you."
This was the year of the first great Exhibition, and what seems to have most delighted my father was the building itself and the great glass fountain.                       ;
On July 15th they left for Boulogne on their way       * to Italy.    "The Daisy" gives the journey better than any prose  of  mine  can  give  it.    Jowett  writes, " He